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talking to Chou in low tones. We caught the word
aeroplane. This sounded more interesting; Chou
turned to us with elation. "A plane will come to-
morrow to Taiyuan from Sian! Maybe we can find
places in it to go back/1
"Now that's a real idea," Don seconded heartily.
"What's it coming for?"
"North-western delegates to sec Yen Hai-shan. It
is a large plane, with room for six passengers,"
"Can you get us into it?1* I wanted to know. "Of
course/* Chou answered mildly. "It is Marshal
Chang's plane."
If this arrangement worked out, we might be in
Sian the next day. It looked as though we really were
in luck,
The branch line from Shihchiachuang to Taiyuan
is run by a French company. It is a pleasant little rail-
way, with iron spikes, like c/iwaux de frhct along
the roofs of the tiny station buildings. We installed
ourselves and our luggage with some difficulty in a
diminutive second-class compartment, most of which
was filled by a large wooden table. The window - a
nice French touch- -was decorated with a true-love
knot and a little cluster of rose-buds painted on the
glass.
Don and I did most of the talking* for our com-
panion wished to make himself as unobtrusive as
possible* The train-boy, I was delighted to find, said
"Qitf" and "Afow" with a perfect Parisian accent*
Unfortunately, his French did not carry beyond this.
The platform, like all railway platforms in China,
was crowded with soldiers and police. "They all
know me,** whispered Chou from his corner. I won-